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Summary: When Matt's late to Nadine's one night, where does he find 
her? In response to a tumblr prompt. Definitely T/M rated. 


I ' ve Got You 

AN: So Microsoft crashed as I was writing this and I had to rewrite a 
lot of it. I was so mad, but was able to redo most of it pretty 
closely to what I had originally. This is in response to xin79's 
tumblr prompt. I hope I did them justice in this one. I love me some 
Matt and Nadine, but so much of their dynamic is unknown. It's fun to 
create, but definitely can be challenging. 

This story is not totally M, but does have some more mature themes. 
Plus, if you're weirded out by this pairing, don't read J I've never 
actually taken prompt requests before, but this was fun and 
definitely challenged me to think outside the box a little. If you 
have prompt ideas or suggestions, let me know. 

And also a€" I will be posting a new "chapter" to _Enticing_ soon. 
It's about A 3 4 of the way completed right now! It's definitely not 
going to become an epic or anything (I'm more of a one-shot /drabble 
girl) but I definitely want to explore their relationship as a couple 
further . 

You know where to review! 

Enjoy friends ! 


Matt's running late. 

It happens every now and then despite his best intentions. 

Lateness drives Nadine crazy, but his brother calls to discuss his 
cousin's bachelor party in Nashville the instant he starts getting 



his things ready to leave. He ends up staying on the phone for 
forty-five minutes longer than he anticipates, discussing logistics 
of travel, bar crawls, and hotels. In reality, all he wants to do is 
give Nadine the back massage she so desperately needs. 

He sends her a text message to apologize and assure her he'll cook 
them dinner as soon as he gets to her place, but instead springs for 
Indian takeout because he's starving and doesn't feel like fighting 
with her stovetop and ruining yet another pan. (So far, he's ruined 
3) . Now he's running an hour late. 

Make it an hour and fifteen minutes late, since the Indian restaurant 
is not only packed, but they forget her extra side of mango chutney, 
so he backtracks a block and a half to retrieve it. 

When he opens the door to her place (she gave him a key last Tuesday 
morning as they stopped for coffee before heading into the office) , 
the lights are dim and there's music playing from her surround sound 
speakers. Nadine's purse and shoes (_she wore his favorite heels 
today)_ are by the couch, but the rest of the place is pristine with 
everything neatly in its place. "I'm in here," she calls from what 
sounds like the depths of her closet. 

_What the hell_? He sets the takeout bag on the counter, toeing off 
his shoes beside hers, draping his suit jacket over the chair. 
Whenever he's late, she normally pours a glass of wine and sips it on 
the couch while perusing one of her many photography books on her 
coffee table, legs tucked underneath her, waiting for him to 
arrive . 

The sight he finds is one hundred times better. 

Nadine, in her bathtub, submerged in a sea of frothy bubbles, with 
one leg dangling over the ledge. _She must be trying to kill me_, he 
thinks. Her eyes are closed, head back against the wall of the tub; 
exposing her neck and the tops of her elegant shoulders. She extends 
her hand towards him, eyes still closed. "You're here," she says 
softly, opening her eyes and sitting up in the water. From his angle 
in the doorway he has the perfect view of her chest in the water and 
it takes him almost every bit of willpower he has not to haul her out 
of the tub, lay her down on her bathroom counter, and have his way 
with her. 

_She ' s definitely trying to kill me,_ his decides, ambling over to 
her, his mouth going dry at the sight of her. 

Matt kneels over the side of the bath tub, taking her perfectly 
manicured hand in his, kissing her softly on the lips a few times 
before running a hand down her face and deepening their kiss. "I'm 
sorry I'm late, Nadine." He unbuttons his shirt sleeves and rolls 
them over his elbows, sitting down next to her on the floor. 

"Don't worry about it. I'm glad you're here." She pauses for a 
minute, as if considering her words. "It's good to see you." 

"I'm here," he repeats, sitting down on the cold tile next to the 
bathtub, still holding her hand. "I barely saw you today." His office 
is so close to hers he can practically see the blush spread across 
her cheeks as she opens the occasional (_okay, somewhat frequent)_ 
risquA© text message he sends from less than 10 yards away. However, 



there are days they barely see one another, like today. 


"Did you stop at Rasika or Agora?" She winks at him, listing the 
names of the two takeout restaurants he frequents when he tells her 
he's going to cook. _Busted_. 

"Rasika. Got you the same thing you got last time." 

She can read him like a book sometimes. When did he become so 
predictable? 

"I had a feeling you'd make a stop," she says, clearly amused at the 
situation. "Plus, you'll save me another pan." Playfully, she 
splashes him, sending bubbles into the air and water drenching his 
clothes . 

"Hey!" he exclaims, pulling his wet shirt away from his body. He 
kneels beside the tub and splashes a stream of water directly into 
her face, leaving her sputtering and laughing like a teenager. Matt 
loved when she showed her other side a€" the fun, playful, seriously 
sexy side that he'd been oblivious to until relatively 
recently . 

"You're soaked, you know. You should probably just get in the tub," 
she quips as her eyes sparkle in the dim light. "Keep me company?" 

She pokes one leg out of the water, stretching out like a dancer. 

He needs no further urging. "Deal. But no more splashing." He peels 
his wet clothes off and leaves them in an abandoned heap on the 
floor, stepping into the bathtub. "Lean up a little." 

She slides forward just a bit, letting him settle in behind her. He 
can barely fit in the tub and has to bend his legs to even make 
himself fit in the small space. It takes a few adjustments, but 
eventually, they find a position that works a€" she sits between his 
legs, with hers propped up on the edge of the tub. She rests her back 
against his chest, leaning her head against his shoulder. She's been 
in his arms for less than five minutes and he can feel the stress of 
the week radiating off her body. 

"Relax, " he murmurs to her, sliding his right hand over her neck and 
shoulders down, over her breasts, coming to rest on her stomach. 

"I've got you," he continues, rubbing his hand over her stomach in 
circles until he feels her body ease completely against his. "How's 
this?" It's not the back massage he promised her, but it's working, 
apparently . 

"Perfect." She sighs contentedly. 

He presses kisses to her upper back and shoulders, his other hand 
inching down her abdomen, making her legs start to tremble. They both 
know where this is heading. Her head falls back onto his shoulder, 
mouth finding his, sending tiny splashes of water against his face. 
Her legs slide apart further; all the invitation he needs to continue 
his ministrations. 

An involuntary moan escapes from deep within her throat as he deftly 
moves his hand against her, teasing her gently at first with just his 
fingertips until she's used to the pressure and speed. He leaves 
kisses down her ears and sucks gently on her neck as he continues to 



stroke her, his touch feather light. "I've got you," he murmurs. 

"Just let go. Let go." 

He knows her body well enough by now to know that she's close. 

There's water splashing everywhere as her leg slides over the ledge 
of the bath tub again, giving him more leverage as she finally gives 
in, her body convulsing against his. 

Her voice shakes when she cries out his name, body trembling as rides 
out her high, hips rocking against his hand. He kisses her wherever 
his lips will reach, a hand on her hip to keep her steady as her 
breathing returns to normal and her legs stop shaking. 

When she's finally breathing normally, he kisses her gently. 

"Nadine," her voice rolls off his tongue. "You're beautiful, you know 
that?" He never fails to notice the blush that spreads across her 
already flushed face each time he tells her that, but it doesn't stop 
him from reminding her. 

"Thank you." The water has turned cold and most of it is now puddles 
all over the floor, but neither of them seem to notice. "I missed you 
today," she whispers in a barely audible voice. 

"Let's get you dried off." Matt helps her stand and her skin 
instantly turns to goosebumps once they're out of the water. He 
reaches for one of the towels and wraps it around her, pressing a 
kiss to her forehead before securing one around his waist. "Go sit on 
the couch and relax. I'll heat up the food." 

Nadine narrows her eyes and smirks, dropping the towel to the floor 
in a heap at her feet. "What about round 2?" 

The food, he decides, can wait. 


End 
f ile . 



